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ley, with a muttered word of apology, hurried
towards him.

"Mr. Spenser," he said, "this is Mr. Granet. I sent
him out to look at one of Lady Grassleyes* bunga-
lows this afternoon/*

"Poor dear lady/* Mr. Spenser observed with a
sympathetic note in his voice which was not alto-
gether convincing. "He had to come back again, of
course ?"

"Not at all," the manager replied. "He has just
come to tell me that he was shown into Lady Grass-
ley es* apartment, found her apparently dead in her
chair and that afterwards the niece came just as he
was leaving and took him to look at a bungalow
and said they were going to carry on as usual. And
he has taken it."

Mr. Spenser's expletive was both startled and
forceful.

"He'll have to give it up. He must be told so at

once/'

"Perhaps you would like to speak to him your-
self, sir. He seems the sort of person who knows
his own mind."
Spenser walked to the counter, introduced him-
self and lifted the flap.
"Mr, Granet I understand your name is. Do you
mind coming into my office for just a moment?"
Granet acquiesced, following the head of the firm
into a luxuriously furnished room, the walls of
which were covered with photographs of most of
the desirable estates on the Riviera. He accepted the